Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
The sun had sunk now, all but one small curve of scintil-
lating fire; and suddenly his features were lighted with
a last gleam of hope. There to the east, another appari-
tion—great bodies of men streaming out of St.-Lambert
Wood and all over the horizon. God! Grouchy at last!
He knew he would come! The very souls of his staff seemed
to vibrate in that cry of "Grouchy!" which reached the
last battalions of the Guard as they sprang forward.
Then another and contrary roar came from the east all
along the lines to meet it: "Bliicher, Bliicher I"
It was another stroke of Fate. He had not been able
to tell in the oncoming twilight that those uniforms were
gray and green; that Bliicher, not Grouchy, had come
swinging down the road from Wavre. Those hordes of
locusts were descending on his right flank; he was out-
numbered now by more than three to one.
The last gleam was gone now; but it was still light
enough to see the last charge of the Guard up the slope,
feebler now, for horse and man were exhausted of all but
spirit; and the gun chorus was far heavier. The wonder
was that they reached the crest at all; but it was a forlorn
cause; and they rolled downward as before but were now
pursued away into the valley by the allied horsemen.
As the guard rallied in the deep of the saucer, drew in
their scattered remnants, shoulder to shoulder, bayonets
out—the pathetic ghosts of the old bright squares—to
defend the mound, he looked up and down the valley. His
lines were battered, dented in, swaying; but almost every-
where they seemed to hold their original positions. As a
swimmer submerged in the depths of the ocean is conscious
of the weight of the surrounding waters, so he could feel
the pressure on those thin lines on every inch of his body.
494

